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ter. On the morrow she sulked, and was more than
ever laughed at for her pains.

Her fits of sulkiness came over her either when the
tricks played were too violent, or when M. le Grand
abused her. He thought, very properly, that a person
who bore the name of Lorraine should not put herself
so much on the footing of a buffoon; and, as he was
a rough speaker, he sometimes said the most abomi-
nable things to her at table; upon which the Princess
would burst out crying, and then, being enraged, would
sulk. The Duchesse de Bourgogne used then to pre-
tend to sulk, too; but the other did not hold out long,
and came crawling back to her, crying, begging par-
don for having sulked, and praying that she might
not cease to be a source of amusement! After some
time the Duchess would allow herself to be melted,
and the Princess was more villainously treated than
ever, for the Duchesse de Bourgogne had her own way
in everything. Neither the King nor Madame de
Maintenon found fault with what she did, so that the
Princesse d'Harcourt had no resource; she did not even
dare to complain of those who aided in tormenting her;
yet it would not have been prudent in any one to make
her an enemy.

The Princesse d'Harcourt paid her servants so badly
that they concocted a plan, and one fine day drew up
on the Pont NeuL The coachman and footmen got
down, and came and spoke to her at the door, in lan-
guage she was not used to hear. Her ladies and cham-
bermaid got down, and went away, leaving her to shift
as she might. Upon this she set herself to harangue
the blackguards who collected, and was only too happy